Hannibal's “Malek Rama Lakhouma”: The Tall Handsome Prince

The excerpts below are taken from the book “Hannibal Alkhas: Selected Works of
Poetry” which was type set and published by Mr. Marcel Josephson in San Jose, CA in
2010 and is available from lulu.com website.

The poem “Malek Rama Lakhouma” (The Tall Handsome Prince) is currently being used
for the creation of a musical by Mr. Edwin Elieh. Mr. Josephson continues his role as a
consultant to Mr. Elieh on language matters. He has also provided a full translation of
the poem which will be used by the Mesopotamian Night team during the production
of the musical.

We would also like to thank Ms. Anna Alkhas for giving us the permission to use the
poem in the creation of this musical.

In the context of this magnificent fairy tale, a reasonable translation for the term
“Malek Rama Lakhouma”, the main character of the tale would be “The Tall Handsome
Prince”. This tale is about envy, wicked-thinking, conspiracy, deception, viciousness,
and finally the triumph of good over evil.

It is the tale of three unfortunate sisters sitting down for weaving in their poor cabin;
one wishing to become a queen to weave a tie for pants that every woman and her
husband can use to wrap their pants, one wishing to become a queen to cook a noodle
dish that whoever ate from it would admire the good taste of it, and the third wishing
to give birth to a warrior to become a king. In our language words the tie for a pair of
pants (tekta) and the noodles (rekta) rhyme so nicely that with Hannibal’s immaculate
creativity give an amusing opening to this poem.

It so happens that the king was passing by and overhears the conversation of three
sisters. He marries the third sister and hires the other two to do the weaving and the
cooking in the palace. King was at war and had to leave right after the marriage
ceremony. It comes the time that his wife gives birth to a healthy boy. She sends a
message to her husband to share the good news but the message was intercepted by
her two sisters and her mother-in-law. They re-wrote the message stating that the
newborn was a monster. First he got disappointed and wanted to have the newborn’s
life terminated but he soon changed his mind and sent a message asking newborn to
be saved until king’s return. The conspirators intoxicated the messenger and changed
the content of the king’s message to read “get rid of the newborn and the mother;
leave them to the sea”.



The newborn and mother were put in a basket and left afloat on the sea. The basket
finally beaches at an island where the boy has grown into a young man. The islanders
ask him to become their prince. Upon beaching at the island, in search for food in the
woods, he rescues a pigeon that was just about to be killed by an eagle. To return the
favor, the pigeon would grant him any wish he asked for. Many ships originally from
the land where his father ruled would pass by his island and he would ask the sailors to
anchor and he would host them very generously.

Upon their sail away he would feel homesick missing his father. Each time the pigeon
would convert him to an insect so that he could travel unnoticed with sailors to his
father’s land to see him. Each time the sailors would report to king how greatly they
were treated by the prince of the neighboring island. They would also describe the
magnificent developments they would witness on the island and would notify the king
that the prince has extended an invitation to the king to visit the island.

The envious two aunts and the grandmother, each time would undervalue the
developments on the island by saying that they have heard of something even more
miraculous in other lands. The prince as an insect would sting one of the three envious
conspirators each time. The sailors of the next ship would describe the actual
occurrence of what conspirators had mentioned they had heard. And each time
another conspirator would get stung.

At last, the king decides to visit the prince where he comes face-to-face with his wife
and the entire plot is revealed. This imaginative work has many repetitions such as
many ships pass by and many sailors get treated so highly; and yet, each repetition has
its own uniqueness showing progression and continuous improvement of
environmental conditions influenced by man. Except in the beginning where some of
the most inferior inclinations of human being are demonstrated, the rest of the poem
illustrates hope, development, and advancement. At the climax of this constructive
trend, it is very remarkable to see how skillfully Hannibal brings Gilgamesh on the
scene within the setting of this entirely fictional work.

This work also very brilliantly reveals a son’s desire to see his father who has been
away from him for a long time. In my view, the main character of this tale and Hannibal
share same feelings in regards to being away from father.
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Once upon a time in a cabin of poor people

Three girls were sitting down and weaving.

“If | were a queen

I would wove a pant-tie (tekta)
That all women and their hushands
Would tie their pants with.”

Was saying one of them.

“If | were a queen

I would cook a noodle dish (rekta)
That would eat it from it and get full
Whoever felt like it

And would talk about good taste if it.”

Was saying her sister.

The third one was saying:
“I would give birth to a warrior
If I were a queen

Come on over Malek. Come.”

<1303 E\.ud SBamd XKaalaad

(xals Lo éoc'ﬁ"
(KaA 23 2801 o« Enis
e+ IV ET T RNy

RNCETYYN odal un.u

(xals Lot od

(Kad 23u 260 Sx3
ci16a Al_;ui':o Léa A'ei'_:
<l16cl u_‘l:i 5.» sa

161 A%, o Lo TEV.E
GloA 160 zmz_-:

;2582 260 ASA wdf
‘z:_u.\ au Loal Saa”
"181 (% lgal 1K1 22



i8S a6l et 195 A

Upon their words were finished
They heard the door knock
Malek Slita entered

Who was the ruler on the land.

“I stood behind your door
I listened to your words
I am not afraid of marriage

I also picked you.

Give birth to a warrior for me
As you said.

And you sisters, get up

And change homes

In my palace, in my home
You will be for me

One sister the cook

One sister the weaver.”

He said this and left
And had the girls follow him.
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That they as the sun set

Malek became a groom.

In a royal reception
With the virgin girl

On a bed made of ivory
He lay down next to her.
The guests gradually left

And left them alone.

The cook was angry
The weaver was crying
They were jealous and envious

At the sister who was the queen.

But the sweet bride

Kept her word

And at the night of wedding

She became pregnant with a boy.

The world was in war

And people (men) were away from homes.
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As he (Malek) was getting on his horse
He asked her to well

She take care of herself

Because away from her

He was busy with quarrels

As he was fighting with enemies.

It came the day that

She gave birth to a good looking
Warrior boy

That she had promised to the husband
His (baby’s) mother was happy with him
As birds are with their eggs.

To her husband a message

She sent to give

The good news

And to further his love (for her).

The cook and the weaver
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Along with her crazy mother-in-law
The old granny
With her long nose

Were jealous and envious

Were cutting and chopping (planning a conspiracy).

They changed the message.
The word then was:

“In the night close to dawn
Not white,, not black

Not a boy, not a girl

Without a mouth or ears

Not a frog or a worm

She gave birth for you

From her abdomen a newborn

Your wife after labor.”

He was angry furiously
The father from the message.

He wanted to have vanished

The baby and be drowned/strangulated.
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But he elected to be patient

He wrote to the messenger:

“The baby to be saved until my return

You will receive my message.”

The cook and the weaver
And the crazy grandmother
The old granny

With her long nose

Made the messenger drunk

And reached his pocket.

They swapped the message
And changed the words:
“Malek Slita ordered:

Get rid of that damn
Poppy with his mother

Leave them to the sea.”

In sorrow and trouble
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They executed the message
Since the order was from king

There was no room for hesitation.

In a woven basket
Covered with tar
The son and the mother

Were left in the sea.

In the sky stars are shining

In the sea waves are quarreling
The clouds are rising in the sky
The basket is running on the sea
The queen is crying and shaking
The boy is growing stronger.
Not daily but second to second
Talking and saying to the wave:
“O strong and almighty wave
Who is the freedom seeker like me
The scraper of sharp rocks

The savior and destructor of ships
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Come and be a man!

Lead us to the land.”

The wave listened

To the boy in the basket

And it pulled them to the land
And gradually left them.

The boy exerted force

He broke and opened the basket.
The lush and broad plain

Was like a flame in colorful flowers
The irrigated hills

Are surrounded by the sea

There is an acorn tree out there

Standing tall.

The boy thought

And imagines a sling-shot.

He removed the cross from neck
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And took the twine.

He tied it to a curved branch
He sharpened a cane.

Bow and arrow in his hand

He went to the end of the plain
For a catch from the sea

To bring and eat with mother.

There was no calm in the see
There was no stopping.

But from behind a boulder
A supplicating voice
Reached boy’s ears.

The voice was from a dove
Around her was flying

An eagle to attack her.

There was no choice left

He released the arrow from bow

And hit him (the eagle) in his neck

His voice rose to the sky.
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Like human’s voice
Suffering from anguish.
He died and the surface of the sea

Turned red from his blood.

He lost his mind (was fascinated)
When he heard the dove

In Assyrian dialect

No longer supplicating,

Was saying: “O boy

The wise boy

Do not feel sorry

That you killed the eagle

Not only a dove

You have also saved the creation.

O my almighty savior

I do understand

That you lost your arrow in the sea
You are faced with hunger

You have started a life
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You will be rewarded by me.
You remain with your mother

Your name will be glorified.”

With her white wings the dove was flying.
For hungry birds it was time to sleep.
On the third day as the sun rose

The warrior boy woke up

What he saw in front of his eyes was a city

A big city, a cheerful city.

The golden walls were arrayed between rocks
The mountains were bowing before palaces
Old convents and tall churches.

Then he gradually woken his mother:

“See what the dove has prepared for us
The wise dove with miracles.”
The son was saying and mother was happy

Hand in hand, they arrived in the city.
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The sound of trumpets was deafening

To receive them as guests, people were coming out of houses

With golden carriages, the government officials

Came and respectfully knelt

Presented the crown made of diamonds
Put it on the head of the warrior boy
Called him lord

“Be our King” they said.

He with mother’s permission
Who gave him the name
Rama Lakhouma (the handsome tall)

Was reigning from that day on.
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There were winds in the sea
There was a ship on the sea
The ship was running through waves

The winds and the sails were intertwining
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On the deck of the ship

Some exhausted travelers

Are looking at that island

“look at changes through this visit (since our last visit)
The city with golden hat

And its palaces scraping the sky.”

The gun salute began

Asking the ship to anchor
Rama Lakhouma arrived

And greeted the guests

He welcomed them in his house

In a reception to eat and drink.

From sea, from their purpose
Where to they were going
He was asking them

The sailors replied:

“We are traveling the world

And passing through countries
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From black and yellow foxes
And also squirrel skin

At profit or loss

We are buying and selling
Now gradually

Towards east

To the land of Malek Slita,
Our back will not be broken
If the wind helps us

We are starting our journey.”
“On this long journey

Happy traveling (bon voyage)

To Malek Slita greetings

You convey over there from me.”

The boy said to them

And his heart was troubled.

The dove came and saw him
While the boy was sad.
The sailors are on the ship

Preparing for departure
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“O Rama Lakhouma
Brightening of the day
Why are you sad?

What can | do for you?”

“O dove my

Heart is tight for my father (I miss him).”

The dove told him”
“Do not worry O boy
Your sadness to come to an end

You will become a mosquito.”

She winged on the sea

And raised a wave

She sprinkled over the boy

He shrunk

The dove disappeared

And he turned into a mosquito

He flew buzzing
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And squeezed in corner
In the ship afloat on the sea

Happy and sad (with mixed feelings).

The winds were happily gusting
The ship was swimming with the waves
From one island to another

The journey on the sea was not short.

They arrived their country happily
And were invited to a reception
Respectfully to the palace of Malek Slita

Our young warrior following them.

He saw his father sitting
From head to tow in gold
While sad

He sat next to his father
His sweet cook aunt

His other aunt the weaver

And his grandmother the granny
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With her long nose.

Malek Slita was asking (the sailors)

To tell from little from large (from here and there)

From counties behind the sea

From bad times and good times.

Bowing respectfully

The sailors were saying to him:
“Passing through countries

Coming upon skills (trades)

But from an island

Upon our return what have we seen!
An acorn tree out in the field

Has turned into a colorful city.

The palaces, the convents, and the gardens
Who can describe their beauty!

The golden dome of churches

Who can explain them!

Malek Rama Lakhouma

Is sending to your excellence greetings
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And request that you take the road

And be his guest at his region.”

Malek Slita was astonished
And with a broken heart was saying”
“If my life allows me

I will visit the magical place.”

The cook and the weaver

Along with the granny

Their hearts were beating rapidly
Not wanting the king

To see that serene island

The cook with a loud voice

While having a heartburn from pain
Winking at her sister

Said: “There is no magic

That you all be amazed by much.

I will tell about a magic

That will have magicians’ jaws dropped.

On a tree in a forest
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The golden hazelnuts do grow
That a squirrel would pick them
While singing with beautiful voice.
The shells of yellow gold

But the nuts of emeralds.

This is the worthy magic

That like it cannot be found in the world.”

The father was very surprised
The son was getting angry
He could no longer wait

He flew and stung the aunt.
She became blind on one eye

She fainted right where she was.

Servant and maids

Got together to kill the mosquito

The mosquito escaped through a crack
As fast as a ship

And flew with her small wings

Until she arrived in her own country.
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Again at the coast
That Rama Lakhouma
Has sat thinking

Until he saw his dove.

“O Rama Lakhouma
Brightening of the day
Why are you sad?

What can | do for you?”

“My heart desires
Something astound.

The golden hazelnuts

On atree in a forest

That a squirrel would pick
And sings beautifully

The shells are yellow gold
But the nuts are emeralds.
I am not sure though

The words are from a liar.”
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“Your heart not to be bitter (do not worry)
The words are correct.

I know magic

The sorrow be away from you (cheer up)
Ask me abundantly

You will be rewarded.”

After that comfort (by the dove)

He proceeded to home.

What did he see in the yard?
A miracle had happened!
The hazelnuts on the tree
The squirrel busy working.
The shells of yellow gold
The nuts of emeralds.

The squirrel singing

And by whistling saying:

“It rained last night

My sweetheart came with a walking stick.”
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Rama was very happy

And saying with a great shock
“Good for you dove

I lost my mind.

I am so happy

How about you dove?”

The house made of glass

Guarded by an attendant

He constructed for the squirrel.

A squirrel that sings,

The guard is writing (documenting the count)

Of emeralds and gold.

The non-stop work of squirrel

Is profit for Rama.
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There were winds in the sea
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There was a ship on the sea

The ship was running through waves

The winds and the sails were intertwining

On the deck of the ship
Some exhausted travelers
Are looking at a city

That is filled with surprises.

The gun salute began

Asking the ship to anchor
Rama Lakhouma arrived

And greeted the guests

He welcomed them in his house

In a reception to eat and drink.

From sea, from their purpose
Where to they were going
He was asking them

The sailors replied:

“We are traveling the world
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And passing through countries
From big and small horses
Domesticated and wild

At profit or loss

We are buying and selling

Now gradually

We are departing

From your country your excellence
To the land of Malek Slita.”

“On this long journey
Happy traveling (bon voyage)
You convey over there from me

To Malek Slita greetings”

After bowing

They departed on their journey.
Following them Malek Rama
Came to the sea shore.

He found the dove

That was swimming; and he screamed:
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“Because of sorrow again,

My heart misses my father (deep desire to see his father.”

From sea, the dove

Sprinkled water on the boy

So that he would outgrow a mosquito
And turn into a fly.

He flew buzzing

And squeezed in corner

In the ship afloat on the sea

Happy and sad (with mixed feelings).

The winds were happily gusting
The ship was swimming with the waves
From one island to another

The journey on the sea was not short.

They arrived their country happily
And were invited to a reception

Respectfully to the palace of Malek Slita
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Our young warrior following them.

He saw his father sitting

His robe was embroidered with gold

He sat next to his father and watched him
Uglier than frogs:

The cook with blind eye,

His other aunt the weaver,

And his grandmother the granny

With her long nose.

Malek Slita was asking (the sailors)
To tell from little from large (from here and there)
From counties behind the sea

From bad times and good times.

Bowing respectfully

The sailors were saying to him:
“Traveling around the world
We have seen —a told- magic.

There is an island in the sea
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With limitless beauty of its city

The palaces, the convents, and the gardens
Who can describe their beauty!

The golden dome of churches

Who can explain them!

We saw in a glass house

The squirrel that sings psalms

The squirrel that has been trained to work
Is picking from tree

Golden hazelnuts

But the core (nut) of emerald

Around the glass house

There are hundreds of guards

One guard is writing

And counting the gold emeralds
They are minting gold coins

And selling them all over the places
Out of sweet (profitable) sea business

The warehouses are filled with emeralds.

There is now any cabins (symbol of poverty) out there
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Amongst rich or poor.

From there Rama Lakhouma

Is sending to your excellence greetings

And requests that you take the road

And be his guest at his region.”

Malek Slita was astonished

And with a broken heart was saying”

“If my life allows me

I will visit the magical place.”

The cook and the weaver

Along with the granny

Their hearts were beating rapidly
Not wanting the king

To see that serene island

The weaver with a laughing voice
Said: “There is no magic

That you all be amazed by much.

A lie or a tale
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Has frustrated me.
I will tell about a magic

That will have magicians’ jaws dropped.

On an island in the sea

A wave rises

Very early in the morning

With a loud roaring noise
Warriors are emerging from within the wave
To guard the city perimeter

33 good looking young men
Shining with fish scales

They are the same height

One better looking than the other
There is no power to judge them
And Gilgamesh is their leader.
This is the worthy magic

It is not just a word on the wind.”

The wise guests kept it quiet

And did not pursue any discussion.
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The father is very surprised
The son is getting angry

He could no longer wait

He flew and stung the weaver

She became blind on one eye

She fainted right where she was.

The fly escaped through a crack
As fast as a ship

And flew with her small wings

Until arrived in his own country.

Again at the coast
That Rama Lakhouma
Has sat thinking

Until he saw his dove.

“O Rama Lakhouma
Brightening of the day
Why are you sad?

What can | do for you?”
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“My troubled heart again
Needs a magic.
Another magic

Is asking for eagerly.

“Open the heart for me

Tell me the magic.”

On an island in the sea

A wave rises

Every day in one village
With a roaring noise
Warriors are emerging

To guard the city

33 good looking young men
Shining with fish scales
They are the same height
And as good looking as sun
There is no power to judge them

And Gilgamesh is their leader.”
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The dove asked:

“Is this why you are sad?

Let the sorrow away from your heart
I know magic

They are my brothers O Rama

The warriors of the sea.

Let your love be abundant

Because you have guests over in your house.”

Rama left happily

For his palace while he kept his eye on the sea.

A huge wave raised

And from the bottom of the sea lifted

33 good looking young men

Shining with fish scales

One more pleasant than the other

With shiny hair of silver

Walking in pairs

With steam coming out of their shoulders

And Gilgamesh leading them.
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They have arrived Rama’s city
Everyone is coming out of the houses

People are running to see them.

Gilgamesh said: “I

Have an order from dove

Everyday with warriors

To guard the city.

Every morning from the sea

We will come for salutation

Standing at the perimeter of the city

To keep the city in joy (away from any danger)
The ground is harmful for us

We will go back.” Concluded the leader.
Gilgamesh’s words ended

And all of them disappeared.

There were winds in the sea
There was a ship on the sea
The ship was running through waves

The winds and the sails were intertwining
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Passing by the island

The shining rays are hurting the eyes.

The gun salute began

Asking the ship to anchor
Rama Lakhouma arrived

And greeted the guests

He welcomed them in his house

In a reception to eat and drink.

From sea, from their purpose
Where to they were going
He was asking them

The sailors replied:

“We are traveling the world
And passing through countries
At profit or loss

We are buying and selling
From iron and steel

Gold or sliver
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Now gradually

We are departing

From your country your excellence
To the land of Malek Slita.”

“On this long journey
Happy traveling (bon voyage)
You convey over there from me

To Malek Slita greetings.”

After bowing

They departed on their journey.
Following them Malek Rama
Came to the sea shore.

He found the dove

That was swimming; and he screamed:

“Because of sorrow again,

My heart misses my father (deep desire to see his father).”

From sea, the dove
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Sprinkled water on the boy
He became a piece
Looking like a wasp.

He flew buzzing

And squeezed in corner

In the ship afloat on the sea

Happy and sad (with mixed feelings).

The winds were happily gusting
The ship was swimming with the waves
From one island to another

The journey on the sea was not short.

They arrived their country happily
And were invited to a reception
Respectfully to the palace of Malek Slita

Our young warrior following them.

He saw his father sitting
His robe was embroidered with gold
While sad
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He sat next to his father

The old granny and two sisters

Four eyes and three faces (two eyes are already blind).

Malek Slita was asking (the sailors)

To tell from little from large (from here and there)

From counties behind the sea

From bad times and good times.

Bowing respectfully

The sailors were saying to him:
“traveling around the world

We have seen —a told- magic.
There is an island in the sea
Waves are rising from the sea
Warriors are emerging from within the waves
33 good looking young men
They are the same height

One better looking than the other
There is no power to judge them

And Gilgamesh is their leader.
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He marches them in pairs.

With steam coming out of their shoulders

They stand at the perimeter of the city
Guarding the joyful city

There is no narrator to say

That there is anyone mightier than them.

And their king Malek Rama

Is sending his regards to you.

Malek Slita was astonished

And with a broken heart was saying”
“If my life allows me

I will visit the magical place.

I would get up and depart on a journey

And would be a guest for Rama.”

Two sisters were quiet.

With their foreface full of laughs.
The old granny said

With her long nose:

“It may be a lie,
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I am not seeing the magic.
I will tell about a magic

That will have magicians’ jaws dropped.”

There is a girl in the sea

With no limit to her beauty

She would take light from day

And would remove the darkness from night
You never get bored of her talk

Her songs resemble water out of a fountain
There is a star on he forehead

And a moon on her hair

She is tall and sparkling

And walks gracefully like a peahen.

This is the worthy magic

It is not just a word on the wind.”

The wise guests kept it quiet

And did not pursue any discussion.
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The father was very surprised

The son was getting angry

On her eye he did not want to

But flew and stung her on her nose
Her big nose swell

She fainted right where she was.

There was a commotion in the place
Everyone was shouting

Hit and snatch the wasp

It should be killed and cut in pieces.
The wasp escaped through a crack
As fast as a ship

And flew with her small wings

Until arrived in his own country.

Again at the coast
Rama is sad
He is sitting and thinking

His dove came near him.
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“Greetings O Rama
Brightening of the day
Why are you sad?

What can | do for you?”

“Deep in my heart | am sad
Because | am lonely.
Because everyone is with a sweetheart

But | without someone to love.”

“Put your faith in me

And tell me what you think.”

“They say there is a girl in the sea
With no limit to her beauty
She would take light from day

And would remove the darkness from night

There is a star on he forehead
And a moon on her hair
She is tall and sparkling

And walks gracefully like a peahen.

(%93 14 gatalx"
Cfa Aan wdatn

"S'Z..i'f_qu.ﬁ .\_:c_'t.&"_ 9 ;Bm

i ag sy’
B R ORI
"aas 185 5T

ponshd aak Lae
"lgoaisaudn ol Ll
FESER IS CUNN I ECY
8 ial 1AL 2 dohdax
cflogm Liaad 1daas E\.u

cz.gm' : a3 Z;I&m.
uzm_\,: - o0ax JAYELY



i8S a6l et 195 A

You never get bored of her talk
Her songs resemble water out of a fountain.
If this is not true

My sorrow will be bitter.”

The dove was quiet for a short while
Then she explained to him”

“Yes. There is such a girl

That her problem cannot be solved (she is mysterious).

There is no hand to reach her
She would not let any arm to embrace her.
Think about it, and then

I will grant you your wish.”

Rama said: “l swear
O dove to carry on my love

I will go to the end of the world

Until my life in not ended (as long as | live).

Even if | am lost or burned
I will not quit loving her.”

With a long sigh from her heart
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The dove said lovingly:

“Why should you experience difficulties
Your wish is about to be granted.

Listen to good news

I am that girl.”

The dove is rising in the air

And flying over the waves of the sea.
She descended from sky to the ground
And stood behind a tree

She swung her wings

The dove turned into the girl.

There is a moon on her hair
And a star on he forehead

She is tall and sparkling

And walks gracefully like birds
You never get bored of her talk

Her songs resemble water out of a fountain

Rama held her close to his chest
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And will all his love embraced her

He took her to his mother

And fell to his mother’s feet.

He said: “O beloved mother

A sweetheart has been found for me
An admired sweetheart

She will respect you in her life.

Pray for us

So that all our wishes will be granted.
So that we shall live in love and peace

Until our lives are ended.”

She held the icons of saints

And held the heads to the rock
The mother was crying and saying:
“O my god who’s name is praised
Protect them happy and blessed

In a sweet and trouble-free life.

They did not prolong the case
They wedded the bride.
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Groom beside the bride

Is expecting their child.

There were winds in the sea

There was a ship on the sea

The ship was running through waves
The winds and the sails were intertwining
Passing by the island

The shining rays are hurting the eyes.
The gun salute began

Asking the ship to anchor

Rama Lakhouma arrived

And greeted the guests

He welcomed them in his house

In a reception to eat and drink.

From sea, from their purpose
Where to they were going
He was asking them

The sailors replied:
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“We are traveling the world

And passing through countries

At profit or loss

We are buying and selling
Expensive articles

From vases and plates

Now gradually

We are departing

From your country your excellence
To the land of Malek Slita.”

“On this long journey

Happy traveling (bon voyage)
To your king greetings

You convey over there from me.
Why has he not come

To visit us so far?”

He left the sailors

And this time stayed in his own country.

Flesh to flesh with sweetheart
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Not getting distant from his love.

The winds were happily gusting
The ship was swimming with the waves
From one island to another

The journey on the sea was not short.

They arrived their country happily
And were invited to a reception
They found the king sad

His crown was shining on his head
The old granny

And the weaving aunt

Were sitting next to him watching

There were six eyes of which two were blind

Malek Slita was asking (the sailors)

To tell from little from large (from here and there)

From counties behind the sea

From bad times and good times.
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Bowing respectfully

The sailors were saying to him:

“traveling around the world

We have seen -a told- magic.

There is an island in the sea

With limitless beauty of its city

The palaces, the convents, and the gardens
Who can describe their beauty!

The golden dome of churches

Who can explain them!

We saw in a glass house

The squirrel that sings psalms

The squirrel that has been trained to work
Is picking from tree

Golden hazelnuts

But the core (nut) of emerald

Hundreds of dedicated guards

Are protecting the squirrel.
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Another magic over there

A wave rises from the sea
Warriors are emerging from within the wave
To guard the city perimeter

33 good looking young men
Shining with fish scales

They are the same height

One better looking than the other
There is no power to judge them
And Gilgamesh is their leader.
There is no narrator to say

That there is anyone mightier than them.

And the king has a wife

Without any flaw in her beauty

She would take light from day

And would remove the darkness from night
There is a star on he forehead

And a moon on her hair.

Rama is reigning there
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And sending you his regards.
He and his household with a united voice
Are complaining (about you)

That why you are not visiting them

And have kept them in anticipation until now.”

The king was frustrated from waiting
He ordered ships to be prepared

The cook and the weaver

Along with the crazy granny

Were thinking and searching

How they can stop the king from this journey.

The king angrily looked at them
And hushed them on their spots.
“Am | a king or a child?

Have | been born today?

We will no longer wait here

Right today, we will get on the way.”

From his palace again, Rama
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Is looking at the sea.

The waves in the sea are at rest
The thunders have stopped.

In the blue horizon

There are some ships

On one of the ships he sees

His father sailing

He jumped as if he was out of his mind
And screamed to everyone

“Come my wife, come mother
Come sweeter than my blood (beloved ones)
My father is coming

And bringing the ship to the shore.
Through binoculars

Looking from the ship

The cook and the weaver

And his crazy grandmother

Are stunned so much

By the magical city

Trumpets are played

The bells are tolled
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With greetings to father
Rama welcomes him

He is taking to home

His grandmother and aunts
Words to his father

He has kept in his heart (secret).

Everyone is on the way

To the hall to be guests (for reception)
Malek Slita is looking

At 33 young warriors

Who can describe their beauty?

With a tall posture

Gilgamesh is leading them

Under a big tree

Surrounded by a glass house

The squirrel is singing and telling (narrating)

And also picking hazelnuts.
Golden hazelnuts

Bag full of emeralds
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There no spot to sit

That is not ornamented with gold.
The guests are moving forward

And seeing the bride.

With a magical beauty

Awakening the asleep.

There is a star on her forehead

And a moon on her hair

The tall posture is cry of exaltation
The birds are drunk and strutting
Next to her stands her mother-in-law
He (Malek Slita) saw her (his wife) and recognized her
Malek Slita as if talking in his sleep:

“What are my eyes seeing?”

His heart was racing and calming down
His eyes were tearful

He embraced his wife and his son

And kissed her daughter-in-law on her star
They sat for supper

To eat, drink, and celebrate.
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The cook and the weaver

And crazy granny

Were hiding in holes

Until three of them were found.
They were scare of death

And quickly admitted to their guilt.

Because the happiness was immense

They received freedom (were pardoned).

Half drunk, fell asleep
Malek Slita and sun did set.

The dove flew over the sea

And the tale ended.
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